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battlements and crashed into the depths below?
The air was good, warmed by the sun; and the
ground was good, when the foot was on it; but he
hung now in a false position between the two; a
tentative movement made a tile slip. It slipped
with a single, cautionary rattle. The heraldic
leopards watched him sarcastically, holding their
shields. Overhead, the clock suddenly struck One,
and the sound reverberated all round the roofs,
coming to rest again in the clock-tower, after its
journey of warning in that solitary punctuation of
time* The pigeons rose in a scatter, only to settle
once more on the gables, and there to resume their
courtships. There was nothing for it but to jump,
Sebastian jumped.

He was late for luncheon, and his mother looked
at him disapprovingly as he slipped into his place
at one of the little tables. His mother was annoyed,
but she idolised her son, and could not deny that
he was very good-looking. His good looks were
of the kind that surprised her afresh every time
he came into the room. He was so sleek, so dark,
and so olive-skinned. So personable. Potini, that
sly, agreeable, sensuous Italian, hit the nail on the
head when he murmured to her that Sebastian
enjoyed all the charm of patrician adolescence.
Patrician adolescence! Yes, thought his mother,
who could never have found the words for herself;
yes, that's Sebastian. He could be half an hour
late for luncheon, and one would still forgive him.